ROBESPIERRE
Saint-Just looked up from his work. He noticed the
suppressed excitement and dishevelled condition of the
first two. Surmising what had happened, he asked with
a touch of irony how things were at the Jacobin Club.
Collot, who as an actor had been hissed off the stage,
and to whom that evening's experience was like die
opening of an old wound, went into a towering rage.
He called Saint-Just a child, a coward and a box of
apothegms. The young man, who had faced death at
the front many times, remained—according to Collet's
own testimony—cold as marble. But during the alterca-
tion which followed and in which others joined, he had
promised to read his speech to his colleagues before
delivering it, and even to discard it if it failed to meet
with their approval. At five in the morning he had gone
home. Since then he had reconsidered. A reconciliation
without intervention by the Convention (which might
easily have resulted had the speech been read in com-
mittee) would leave the situation unchanged, except
that as a result of Robespierre's defeat the previous day
the latter's position would be greatly weakened. So,
instead of returning at ten, as he had promised, Saint-
Just, at about noon, sent a note to his colleagues in the
conference room. It was a quaint document. "Injus-
tice", it read, "has closed my heart. I am going to lay
it open to the Convention."
Collot presided. No sooner had the secretary
finished reading the correspondence than Saint-Just
was on his feet. Collot was forced to recognize him, and
the tall young man walked to the tribune, ascended the
steps, unfolded the manuscript on the pulpit before him
and began. He had hardly pronounced a few sentences
when Tallien—one of a little group of men standing
near the door—raised a point of order. Yesterday a
member of the government had spoken in his own
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